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Black sand muffled the sound of Navigator’s hooves as he trotted toward the ocean. 

Head flung high, the brown gelding breathed the salt of waves lapping up on Night Digger Point Beach. 


Darby Carter could hardly believe her eyes. She’d grown up near the beach in California, but she’d never seen black 
sand. Did people who’d been raised on Hawaiian islands look at a dark coastline as an everyday thing? 


“Just another day in paradise,” Darby joked to her horse. “And you’re already barefooted.” 


As she gazed out at the ocean, Darby couldn’t wait to take off her riding boots and feel the millions of dark crystals 
work up between her toes. 


Ever since Megan, Darby’s first friend in Hawaii, had described Night Digger Point Beach, Darby had been eager to 
see it. 


Today, the last day before starting her new school, was the perfect occasion to explore this black-sand beach. 


The only thing that would have made the day even better was if she could have brought Hoku, her mustang, along 
with her. Darby had just spent a week in the rain forest with Hoku, and now she couldn’t bear being away from the 
filly. 


Begging to bring Hoku along because she loved her would not convince her grandfather, Jonah, to allow it. So she 
instead tried a more sensible approach. 


“Wouldn’t it be good training for me to pony Hoku to the beach? And if we had any little adventures”—Darby drew 
a quick breath, hoping Jonah wouldn’t mention the strange stallions and wild pigs they’d encountered since they’d 
arrived on this wild island—“Hoku could learn from Navigator how to act.” 


To Darby, it had sounded like an excellent proposal, but Jonah hadn’t seen it her way. 


“What you call adventure, I call bad planning,” Jonah had answered. “And the filly’s too green to be mixed up in 
more of it.” 


“But—” 


“You and Navigator have a good time, because there’s work waiting for you when you get back,” Jonah had said. 
“Unless you want to start working right now.” 


Darby had been about to protest that she’d finished all her chores when she caught the direction of Jonah’s gaze. 


He’d squinted pointedly toward Hoku’s corral. There, the sorrel filly had touched noses over the fence with an old 
bay gelding named Judge. 


Darby had known what Jonah’s look meant, so she’d ridden away on Navigator. 


Only now, on the beach, did she confide in her horse. “I don’t know if what he wants is possible. Hoku lived as a 
wild horse. What do you think?” she asked, absently working her fingers through Navigator’s black mane while she 
gazed at the ocean. “Can I make her loyal to me over you horses?” 


Darby smiled as Navigator feinted a nip at her stirrup. 


“Does that mean you’re not into scenery?” she asked her horse, but Navigator turned back toward the waves with 
pricked ears. 


The magical realm named for the night-digging sea turtles that used it as a nursery looked like another world. 


Megan had had to go to school today, but she’d promised Darby that they’d pack a picnic supper on the Fourth of 
July, trek to this beach, and spend the night watching mother turtles dig black-sand cradles for their eggs. 


Darby sighed. It sounded like fun, but this was April. She didn’t know how much longer she’d be on Wild Horse 
Island. The Fourth of July seemed a long way off. 


Navigator neighed, pawed up a shower of sand, then pulled at his bit, telling Darby he wanted to lope into the 
waves. 


“No, the tide’s coming in,” Darby told her horse. 


She could bodysurf and swim. She could spot riptides and escape their attempts to drag her out to sea, but she’d 
climbed onto a horse for the very first time just a few weeks ago. Riding waves on a boogie board was one thing; 
riding them on a horse was a test she wasn’t ready for. Yet. 


But then Darby noticed a foam-filled depression on top of a big rock. The rock was about five or six horse lengths 
away and only as high as Navigator’s back. 


As the foam turned into a mirror-clear surface, Darby longed to explore a Hawaiian tide pool and see if it had 
anemones, mussels, and little fish, like the tide pools in Southern California. 


“If I ground-tie you, you’ll stay put, right?” Darby asked Navigator. 


She imagined dismounting, tugging off her boots, and picking her way up that slippery, truck-sized rock to the tide 
pool. 


Waves rolled in and splashed over the boulder. Seawater filled the pool and overflowed in bubbly streamers. 


As spray drifted on the breeze, misting Darby’s face, she told herself the waves’ impact wouldn’t be enough to 
knock her off her feet. 


Darby stood in her stirrups for a better view of the tide pool. 


It was perfectly round. 


“Either it was made with a giant ice-cream scoop,” Darby told Navigator, “or a bubble popped there when the lava 
was cooling.” 


The big gelding stood still, his muscles tensed beneath the saddle, but Darby didn’t think he was listening to her. 
“Do you smell something interesting? Or see—” Darby stopped whispering. 
She saw it, too. 


Something moved. The creature must have been balanced on a ledge in the seaward side of the rock. It was as white 
as the sea foam. Maybe a giant bird? 


But wait. That wasn’t a wing. 
No, a feathery tail switched over there. And it was followed by a colt-sized bottom. 


Darby gave a surprised laugh. She’d only lived on ‘Iolani Ranch for a few weeks, but she knew horses pulled 
themselves up with their front legs first. 


Not this little horse, she corrected herself. 


The foal obviously did things his own way. And his way of standing up wasn’t the most startling difference about 
him. 


Wind blew tufts of mane into curls as the colt turned toward Darby. He studied her with wide, turquoise eyes. 
Navigator made a determined yank at the bit, and this time Darby let him move closer. 


Hey, little guy. Darby aimed her silent words toward the colt, but she didn’t speak. If he was a wild horse, born into 
the herd in Crimson Vale, he might spook at her human sounds. She didn’t want him to bolt into the ocean. 


Navigator’s strides stopped at the edge of the truck-sized rock. 


Excitement switched Darby’s senses on high. She saw the colt wasn’t a new baby. At a guess, he was three or four 
months old, and his coat was a color not found in a box of crayons. 


A blush of palomino shimmered among the colt’s white hairs, reminding her of waxy white honeycomb. 
His blue eyes were flecked with green. 


So that’s why they look turquoise, Darby thought. And though she’d read that many white mammals were blind at 
birth, the colt stared at her through a fringe of white eyelashes, telling her he could see her just fine. 


The colt’s narrow face reminded her of a Thoroughbred’s. His rotating ears were the size of Darby’s cupped hands, 
telling her that he’d be a towering stallion someday. 


But now he whisked his feather-duster tail from side to side and picked his sure-footed way around the volcanic 
rock. 


Stopping just a few yards away, he pointed his pink nose up at Navigator and sniffed, considering horse and rider 
from this new angle. 


“Hi, baby,” Darby whispered, since he seemed unafraid. 
Suddenly Navigator backed up. The colt might be fearless, but Navigator’s move slammed Darby against the 


saddle’s cantle. Her free arm swung behind her and she flattened her palm against the gelding’s rump to steady 
herself. 


“What's up?” she asked Navigator as he kept retreating from the colt. 

The little creature followed, making jabs with its nose. 

Navigator sidestepped the lips fluttering toward him. 

“Are you hungry, baby?” Darby asked. 

The white colt was searching for a meal. Navigator’s nicker was gentle, but it was definitely a refusal. 


“I’m afraid Navigator can’t feed you,” Darby said, but the white colt wasn’t discouraged. He trotted after the 
gelding. 


Darby surveyed the shore. Where was the colt’s mother? She saw no mare and heard no worried whinny over the 
rushing waves. 


When the colt’s spindly legs brought him near enough, he nudged Navigator’s ticklish flank. The gelding snorted. 
The colt was so close, Darby could have leaned down and moved him away with a push. 
Instead, she touched her heels to Navigator’s sides and the relieved gelding jogged off a few strides. 


Darby looked over her shoulder in time to see the colt give a frisky buck before he trotted after Navigator. Then he 
nipped at the gelding’s tail. 


“You’re in awfully good spirits for an orphan,” Darby said. She patted Navigator’s neck. “And you’re a good boy 
for putting up with him.” 


The colt kept following them. 


This is great, Darby thought. If he trailed after them all the way back to the ranch, someone might recognize him. Or 
Aunty Cathy, the ranch manager, could phone their neighbors. 


Who wouldn’t notice if they’d lost a cream-colored colt with turquoise eyes? 
Darby gave a celebratory bounce in her saddle. 


She’d almost ruled out the possibility that the colt was the offspring of the wild horses in Crimson Vale. It wasn’t 
impossible, but in Nevada, Hoku’s rangeland home, Darby had learned that wild horses knew that safety was with 
the herd. Maybe this little colt had been separated from his band long enough that he’d decided Navigator and he 
could be a two-horse herd. 


Darby shrugged, trying to figure out another reason for the colt to be alone. Maybe he was tame. He could have been 
wading in the shallows with his mother when a strong wave knocked him off his hooves. 


After all, she’d just been thinking the waves might knock her down. 
Too small to win against the currents, the colt could have been washed ashore here, on Night Digger Point Beach. 


Or maybe he belonged to ‘Iolani Ranch. He might have slipped out of the broodmare pasture. But that didn’t make 
sense. She’d ridden those pastures for hours, memorizing the horses and their names. She’d remember a blue-eyed 
colt. 


“Keep tagging along,” Darby called back to the colt, and he did. For about ten minutes. 


When Darby heard a thump in the sand, she looked back. The colt had stopped, folded his legs, and curled up in the 
sea grass. His head nodded until his whiskers touched his bent knees. Then he fell asleep. 


Darby waited, and Navigator took the time to swing his head around to study this new annoyance. 


Darby looked the colt over, too. He wasn’t the cutest baby ever born, but once he grew into his head and hooves, 
he’d be a sleek, white beauty. 


“You’ll turn into a swan,” Darby whispered, and the sound was enough to wake the colt from his nap. 
“Let’s go,” Darby said. 


Navigator moved into a swinging walk, but the colt was rested from his nap. He was even friskier now, and more of 
a bother to the big horse. Openmouthed, he darted after the gelding. 


Darby clucked to her horse, but the colt had already grabbed Navigator’s tail. 

“Your mom hasn’t taught you any manners yet, has she?” Darby asked. 

Navigator stomped and whisked his black tail away from the colt’s mouth. 

“He’s telling you that’s a good way to get kicked,” Darby warned as Navigator moved on. 


To judge by his pretty prancing, the colt’s feelings weren’t hurt. Darby would have laughed if the colt’s milk teeth 
hadn’t clamped down hard on Navigator’s tail again. 


This time the gelding couldn’t flick his tail loose. 


Navigator’s head swung around. Eyes narrowed, he clacked his teeth within an inch of the colt’s face and the colt 
gave up his hold. 


Darby did her best to settle into the calm state of mind that helped her to read horses. 
Letting her eyelids sag and shoulders soften, Darby tried to be receptive. 


What’s wrong, little one? Like a flower opening to the sun, she was taking in all she could about the colt when he let 
loose a whinny so shrill, it soared over the rushing waves and fluttering of leaves. 


The pale foal cried out in victory, not fear, and Darby decided that though he might be hungry and lonely, he might 
also be a bit of a brat. 


“Don’t pull so hard,” Darby scolded the colt, but when he zoomed in an excited circle around Navigator, she 
couldn’t be mad at him. 


Please don’t belong to anyone else, Darby thought. 


Of course it was greedy to hope Navigator, Hoku, and this white sea-fairy of a foal could make up her own personal 
herd of horses, but Darby imagined that very thing. 


Her daydreams were interrupted by a squeaky sound. She quickly recognized it as just a loose board in the old 
plantation house that was falling into ruins in the jungle. But when she looked back to speak a reassuring word to the 
colt, he was gone. 


Chapter 2 


Darby and Navigator searched the seashore, the nearby ohia trees, and the clumps of rocks and lichen-covered 
boulders, but they found nothing. 


Disgusted with her inability to find a single hoofprint, Darby finally gave up and headed back to ‘Iolani Ranch. 
With each of Navigator’s long strides, Darby became more worried. 


How long could a colt go without food? At his age, did he need mare’s milk? Could he nibble grass? What had 
frightened him away? 


Darby sucked in her stomach as if she could vanish from the sight of anything lurking unseen in the foliage around 
her. 


“It’s possible,” she teased Navigator, “that he gave up following us because you told him your tail wasn’t a toy.” 


Darby looked at the sun shining through the trees. It was just early afternoon, but if she planned to ride back to the 
ranch and get help finding the colt, she’d better hurry. 


When she clucked to Navigator, he understood she was asking him to head for home, and settled into a long- 
reaching lope. 


Darby spotted the shape of a horseman on the horizon. It was Kimo, one of her grandfather’s cowboys. She 
remembered when she’d first met Kimo in the Hapuna Airport. She’d thought he was built as sturdy and square as a 
stone house. He was a burly young guy, but it turned out there was nothing rock-hard about Kimo except his 
muscles. His white smile and friendliness always made her feel at home. 


Kimo didn’t consider himself a real paniolo—as the best Hawaiian cowboys were called—but Darby didn’t see why. 


Now, for instance, she hadn’t seen his hands move Conch’s reins, but he’d invisibly signaled the grulla gelding into 
a dusty cow-horse stop that ended with Conch standing nose to tail beside Navigator. 


“You tired out already?” Kimo asked. 
His question might have hurt if it hadn’t been for his grin, and the secret Darby knew. 


Last week, Megan had overheard Kimo and Kit, the ranch foreman, refer to Darby as “one smart, can-do keiki,” or 
the “can-do kid.” 


“Tm not tired. I found this amazing white colt. He’s following me—” Darby paused when Kimo peered past her. “I 
mean, he was. Really, just like ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb,’ but he took off.” 


“Yeah?” 
Did the deepening sun wrinkles around Kimo’s eyes indicate disbelief or amusement? 


“Yeah,” she said adamantly. “A young colt, like maybe three months old, I’m guessing, and he didn’t look old 
enough to be out there alone.” 


“Out where?” 
“Night Digger Point Beach.” 
“Pll go see what I can find,” Kimo said. 


Assuming he’d mistakenly said I instead of we, Darby turned Navigator to follow. 


“Nope,” Kimo said, shaking his head. “Cathy told me to send you home to try on gym clothes.” 

Darby was grateful that Aunty Cathy, the ranch manager and sort of her standin mother at ‘Iolani Ranch, was handy 
with a needle and willing to alter her daughter Megan’s outgrown gym clothes. Darby had already spent the money 
her mother had sent on new boots, so she was glad her gym uniform would be free. 


But why should she quit riding and go back now? It couldn’t take longer than five minutes to try on shorts and a T- 
shirt. 


“That is, if I saw you,” Kimo said. 

Darby caught Kimo’s shrug as he squinted into a breeze scented with ferns and flowers. 

“Too bad you didn’t see me,” Darby said with an answering shrug. 

Then she sent Navigator off at a jog, leading Kimo to the spot where she’d last seen the white colt. 


Together, Darby and Kimo searched a stand of ohia trees that looked different from others she’d seen. Sparse as 
wizards’ staffs thrust into the ground, they provided a promising hiding place, but the colt wasn’t there. 


They followed hoofprints to a stretch of black-sand beach covered with multicolored rocks. From pewter gray to salt 
white and coppery brown, they’d been pounded by the ocean until they were smooth and round as cobblestones. 
Neither Darby nor Kimo thought the colt would try to cross that loose surface if he had a chance to walk elsewhere. 


At the edge of a damp forest, Darby saw shell-shaped fungus clinging to tree trunks. She mistook white globs on 
some rocks as far-flung sea foam until she rode close enough to see that it was some sort of lichen. 


After hours of searching, Kimo finally told her to ride on back to the ranch. 
“TIl keep looking until dark,” he promised. 


Darby knew he would, but if tomorrow hadn’t been her first day at a new school, she wouldn’t have ridden back 
alone. 


Sweaty and frustrated, Darby rode up from the broodmare pastures to the ranch yard. 

Megan was already home from soccer practice. She could tell because the brown Land Rover with the ‘Iolani Ranch 
owl painted on the door was parked in front of Sun House, and Peach, the Australian shepherd who rode shotgun 
each time anyone drove into town, wasn’t waiting in his usual seat. The next time the Land Rover goes to town, Pll 
be riding shotgun, Darby thought. 

Her stomach gave a nervous twist. Darby knew she was silly not to be looking forward to school. 

She was a good student, so it shouldn’t matter if eighth grade was part of the high school here. 

“TIl do fine,” Darby muttered to Navigator. 

Navigator’s coffee-colored head bobbed along with his steps. He’d enjoyed the workout, Darby thought. She patted 
his neck in thanks for his good-natured energy in searching for the white colt. She wished they’d found him, but she 


had faith that Kimo would. 


Darby unsaddled Navigator and started brushing the dried sweat from his coat. She looked down the road, past the 
fox cages. Judge was still standing at Hoku’s corral fence. 


The old bay horse belonged to Mrs. Allen, the owner of Blind Faith Mustang Sanctuary and the Dream Catcher Wild 
Horse Camp in Nevada. 


When the ranch horse had been born, who would have guessed he’d end up in Hawaii? But Darby had adopted Hoku 
and brought her to Wild Horse Island, and Mrs. Allen had sent Judge along so that Hoku had a stablemate for her 


voyage. 
On their arrival at the ranch, Jonah had told Darby not to let Hoku choose Judge—or any other horse—over her. 
Since then, Judge had been grazing with other horses in one of the lower pastures. 


According to Kit and Kimo, though, while Darby and Hoku had been in the rain forest last week, Judge’s longing 
neighs had been endless. Somehow he’d known Hoku was gone. 


Since their return, Judge had plodded up the hill to visit the mustang filly several times each day. 


Now, Darby checked Navigator’s hooves, thanked him for not picking up rocks, and gave him a shoulder pat that 
told him to move off and look for dinner. 


Then Darby hung up her saddle, left her saddle blanket to air, hooked her bridle on its hanger, and strode down the 
road toward Judge. 


“Get away!” Darby called to the old horse, but she must not have sounded any scarier than she felt. 

Judge gazed at her as if he must have misunderstood. Darby pretended to scoop up a rock to throw at him. 
The sweet old horse just tilted his ears forward, trying to understand, until she felt a guilty ache. 

“Shoo,” Darby said, then fluttered her hands toward Judge. 


Judge greeted her with a low rumble, and when she got close enough that Hoku switched her attention to Darby’s 
odd gestures, Judge rolled his eyes and jogged away. 


Hoku neighed after him, but the old bay kept moving. 

“Hey, pretty girl,” Darby said. 

She smooched at the sorrel filly, counting the seconds until Hoku turned back. 

Hoku’s ears swiveled toward Darby like delicate golden leaves turning to the sun. 

Darby sighed, took a quick look around to be sure no one was watching, then tightened her ponytail. 


Hoku rushed to the fence. Her coppery chest pressed against the rails until Darby held out her hand. Then Hoku 
eased her head over the top rail. 


“Our secret.” Darby mouthed the words, but didn’t say them loud enough for even Hoku to hear. 

She’d only known for a week that the filly would come to her when she tightened her ponytail. 

She loved the secrecy of it, and the idea that Hoku had chosen this silent signal. 

Hoku dusted her lips over Darby’s palm, then snorted, as if clearing an unwelcome scent from her nostrils. 
“Don’t tell me you can smell that colt,” Darby said. “Besides, you’d like him. You two could play together.” 


As soon as she’d said the words, Darby reconsidered. Hoku already had a horse pal: Judge. If Darby supplied her 
with an equine playmate like the white colt, what would Hoku need with a human friend? 


“Joking,” Darby whispered. 


After feeding the filly, she headed toward Sun House, eager to tell Megan, Jonah, and Aunty Cathy about the white 
colt. 


In the entrance hall, Darby tugged off Megan’s scuffed burgundy boots and added them to the pile of shoes that 
Megan, Cathy, and Jonah had lined up, toes to the wall. 


Something fragrant wafted from the kitchen, but Darby passed it to check out the noise in the living room. 


A television news broadcast provided background for conversation, but Darby knew no one would mind if she 
announced her news. 


Megan and Aunty Cathy hadn’t noticed her yet when Darby began, “Hey, you’ll never believe—” 


Aunty Cathy bit through a thread from the final stitch of her sewing, held up a pair of red shorts, and asked, “What 
do you think?” 


Struggling to focus on the favor Aunty Cathy had done for her, instead of the colt, Darby said, “Wow, thanks.” 


Lehua High’s school colors of red and gold were still eye-catching on the much-washed shorts and gold T-shirt 
sitting atop a stack of freshly folded clothes. 


“I don’t know that I’d go so far as a “wow,” Aunty Cathy said, laughing, “but you're welcome. And they'11 do for 
the rest of the semester.” 


“Hey,” Megan greeted Darby. The older girl sat cross-legged in front of the television, but her gaze was focused on 
the textbook in her lap. 


“Hey,” Darby answered. “You’ll never guess what I—” 

Megan glanced up, smiled, and asked, “Are you excited about tomorrow?” 

“Sure.” Darby tried her best not to sound impatient. 

“Not nervous?” 

“No,” Darby fibbed. 

“The best thing about school is that you get a fresh start every year,” Aunty Cathy pointed out. 


Tomorrow would have been a fresh start, Darby thought, if Megan—star forward on her soccer team—hadn’t 
missed an important game. 


The team had lost. 

You should have heard all my teammates. They wouldn’t stop harassing me until I told them the whole stupid story, 
Megan had said, rolling her eyes as she’d explained to Darby that instead of taking the blame in silence, she’d 
admitted she’d missed the game because she’d had to make sure her city-slicker houseguest—Darby—hadn’t broken 
her neck after jumping off a cliff to rescue a horse. 

Darby hoped the students at Lehua High School had more to do with their brain cells than remember her name. 
“Here comes the story we’ve been waiting for,” Megan said suddenly. “It’s something about a missing horse.” 

A missing horse? On the news? Darby’s mind started making connections. 

“Hey, I bet—” 

But Aunty Cathy was already shouting, “Jonah! You’ll want to see this!” 


“I won’t,” his booming voice insisted, but Darby heard her grandfather padding down the hall. 


Darby was surprised to see him. Jonah usually worked until Kimo had left for the day and Cade and Kit had gone to 


the foreman’s house for dinner. 


Rubbing his wet hair with a towel, her grandfather pointed at Darby. “Why didn’t you see off that old gelding that 
was bothering your filly?” 


“1 did,” Darby said, confused. 


“Good,” Jonah answered, then left the towel hanging around his neck as he faced the television’s scratchy picture. 
“Now hush.” 


As they all stared at the screen in silence, Darby made out a surfer gliding along a white-tipped wave and the sound 
of strumming ukuleles. 


“What's that got to do with a lost horse?” Jonah grumbled. 

“Tt’ll be on after the commercial,” Aunty Cathy said. She was standing, but she didn’t leave the room. 

“They showed Babe in the little preview thing,” Megan assured Jonah. 

“Dressed like an angel.” Jonah’s sarcasm suggested that he didn’t consider his sister angelic. 

“Everything up at Sugar Sands Cove is white. It’s their signature color,” Megan explained. “I think it’s cool.” 
“Cool,” Jonah repeated. “My big sister is very cool when it comes to money.” 

Darby’s brow tightened in a frown, but she kept quiet. She hadn’t yet met her wealthy great-aunt. 


“Makes me crazy up there,” Jonah muttered. “And now she’s got the pupule idea that throwing away money will 
make her more.” 


Aunty Cathy handed Darby the gym clothes, but kept her eyes focused on the television as she said, “Sometimes it’s 
true that you’ve got to spend money to make money.” 


“But those tourist rides,” Jonah grumbled. 

Tourist rides at Sugar Sands Cove or ‘Iolani Ranch? Darby wondered. ‘Iolani was a working ranch, and Darby had 
figured out that every hour of every day was needed to keep it running. Just as she was about to ask for details, the 
news came back on. 

“A Moku Lio Hihiu innkeeper makes an appeal for the return—” 

“Innkeeper.” Jonah sneered, but this time both Megan and Aunty Cathy shushed him. 


“—and tells how a valuable cremello foal was swept overboard during a struggle with the sea...” 


The screen was filled with the vivacious, concerned face of a Hawaiian woman with short, shingled hair and slick 
mango-colored lipstick. 


“1 just hope he’s okay. He’s such a baby,” she said. 


“Babe Kealoha Borden is best known for the world-class Sugar Sands Cove Resort, which she opened with her 
internationally famous polo-player husband...” 


So that was her great-aunt Babe, Darby thought. 


The reporter’s voice continued as photographs showed Babe in gauzy white, floating through the plush rooms and 
lavish gardens of her resort, which then dissolved into a shot of her as a flower-bedecked parade rider. 


“...is also known for her love of horses. ‘My mare Flight foaled while she was on Maui for training,’” Babe said on- 


screen. “‘When Stormbird, her colt, was ready to travel, they started for home....’” Babe’s voice trailed off and 
Darby heard the breaking of waves in the background. “‘Rough water came out of nowhere. My grandson brought 
the horses up on deck so that they’d be safer in case the storm turned worse.” 


The reporter’s dramatic voice picked up the story, saying, “The storm did turn worse. The boat cap-sized. And 
though Flight was saved due to what Borden describes as Yawn’s heroic actions—” 


“Oh, gag me,” Megan muttered. 


Darby caught just a glimpse of a Nordic-looking guy with blond hair, blue eyes, in openmouthed laughter as he 
hauled on ropes in what might be a sailboat race. He must be about college age, Darby thought, and he sure didn’t 
look worthy of Megan’s scorn. Or the name Yawn. 


“—Iittle Stormbird jumped into the rough seas between Maui and Moku Lio Hihiu, and is presumed lost.” 
When the camera returned to Babe, she held up a photograph. 


Darby’s heart beat faster. She squinted, trying to see better, but the camera lens was dazzled by star flashes that 
came from Babe’s diamond rings as she went on. “He didn’t drown,” Babe insisted. She faced the camera with a 
determination that made Darby glance at Jonah. Chic clothes and elegant manners couldn’t hide the family 
stubbornness. “He’s come ashore somewhere, and I’m counting on your viewers’ spirit of aloha to help find him.” 


As the reporter came back on, he joked, “The aloha spirit is not all the Bordens are counting on. The family has 
offered a substantial reward for the safe return of little Stormbird.” 


In khaki pants and Hawaiian shirt, the reporter stood next to a palm tree on Sugar Sands Cove’s grounds. 


He held up a poster of a check showing a figure with more zeroes than Darby could make sense of right away, but 
she heard the reporter ask, “Isn’t that a lot to pay for such a young horse of unproven worth?” 


“His worth is proven to me,” Babe said, crossing her arms. 


“You can see more photographs of Sugar Sands Cove Resort and learn the details of this amazing offer on our 
website...” 


Darby didn’t hear another word, because the camera zoomed in on a color photograph of Flight and Stormbird. 


Small and pale, the colt would have been hard to make out, standing next to his snow-white mother, except for one 
spot of color. 


The colt looked out of the television with turquoise eyes. 


Chapter 3 


“That’s him!” she gasped. 


“Shh!” Megan, Aunty Cathy, and Jonah all said, still staring at the television, but Darby couldn’t hold in her 
excitement any longer. 


“No, you’ve got to listen. That colt I told you about—he’s Stormbird. I found him!” 

“Darby, honey, when exactly did you tell us about this colt?” Aunty Cathy asked. 

“Now.” Darby took a deep breath. “Since I came in, I’ve been trying to!” 

“Speak up, then,” Jonah said. 

“We found him on Night Digger Point Beach, and then he followed us—” 

““We’?” Megan asked. 

“Me and Navigator. And Kimo’s still out looking for him.” 

“And he looked like that colt?” Megan gestured toward the television. She was as excited as Darby. 


“He is that colt,” Darby insisted, but her words became giggles as Megan jumped to her feet, keeping her arms 
wrapped around her ribs as if she was trying to contain her delight. 


Darby could see that if it was up to Megan, the two of them would be leaping onto horses and galloping toward 
Night Digger Point Beach right now. 


But Jonah reined them both in. “Tell me why you’re so sure it’s not some other colt,” he asked. 


“His eyes are blue,” Darby said, “and his coat is creamy white. Oh, and his nose is pink,” Darby added, recalling 
how the colt had looked up to study her. 


“Cremellos have pink skin,” Cathy said, “not black, like white Andalusians and Arabs.” 


“Too fancy for me,” Jonah scoffed, but Darby saw a slow smile lift one side of his black mustache. Then her 
grandfather laughed out loud. “Good. Sounds like we'll be keeping that money in the family.” 


“And you say you know where he is?” Aunty Cathy sounded cautious. 
“Why didn’t you bring the colt in?” Jonah asked. 

“I know where he was,” Darby explained. 

“Tango will find him!” Megan interrupted. 


That was a great idea, Darby thought. Megan’s rose roan mare would have perfect instincts for the task. Tango had 
been a wild horse, then a captive one. She’d been trained, then freed by an accident, and now she was home again. 


But Jonah hadn’t gotten that far in the plan. “You say Kimo’s out looking for him right now,” Jonah mused. 


“T would have kept searching with him, but he told me Aunty Cathy wanted me to try on my gym clothes,” Darby 
said as Aunty Cathy walked, smiling, toward the kitchen. 


“Gym clothes!” Megan shook her head in disbelief, and then she was on her feet, practically dancing as she slung an 
arm around Darby’s shoulders. 


“If Kimo doesn’t find him, Darby—my old buddy, old pal—I’ll help you. And we'll split the money!” 
“Dinner’s ready,” Aunty Cathy called. 

“Mom!” Megan yelled at the wall between the living room and kitchen. “We’ve got to go find Stormbird!” 
“Kimo will bring him, if he’s out there,” Aunty Cathy shouted back. 

Darby couldn’t help looking at Jonah. 

“I know it’s him,” Darby persisted. “He’s the right age and everything.” 


“And how many white colts with blue eyes are out wandering around alone?” Megan asked Jonah, then wheeled on 
Darby. “He was by himself, right?” 


“Yes,” Darby said. “And lonesome, too. He wanted to play with Navigator.” 


Aunty Cathy returned. Carrying a platter loaded with food, she sidled in between the two girls and indicated that 
they should follow her to the table on the lanai. 


“Pineapple chicken with sticky rice, stir-fried red and yellow peppers, broccoli, and—” 
“Mom, we’ve got to go right now!” 
“Its dinnertime.” 


“So?” Megan’s gestures were huge with frustration, and Darby could see Jonah’s amusement. “I’ll be able to buy 
you dinner every night for a month, two months—” 


“Simmer down, Megan,” Aunty Cathy said. “It will be dark soon.” 


Megan’s eyes beseeched Darby to help, and Darby would have, except that Aunty Cathy caught Megan’s silent plea 
for reinforcements. She pointed at Jonah and Darby, and snapped, “You two, sit down.” 


Darby did as she was told. Jonah pretended to flinch, then settled at his place. 
“You knew about this,” Aunty Cathy said to Jonah as he began to eat. 
“About the colt and reward,” he admitted. “But I never guessed he was alive. Or nearby.” 


Darby ate, but her right foot jiggled back and forth with barely controlled energy. She was glad no one could see, 
because she couldn’t seem to stop it. 


“Babe was going to offer a week at the resort, instead of money,” Jonah told them. “But she’s afraid... How did she 
put it? That ‘someone unsavory might win.’” 


Aunty Cathy put down her fork and sat back in her chair. “You know what that means.” 


Darby didn’t think it was very hard to figure out. What if a kid like her found the colt? She’d never been to a luxury 
hotel and she wouldn’t know how to act there. Besides, she’d rather have the money. 


Taking Hoku back to the mainland—she winced at the thought—would be awfully expensive. And boarding her... 
One thing at a time, Darby told herself, and tried not to think about going back. 
“What are you guys thinking about that you’re not saying?” Megan asked, looking between Jonah and her mother. 


“You’re not going out after dark,” Aunty Cathy said, in a tone that put off any discussion. 


Megan poked at a chunk of chicken and looked sideways at Darby. What should they do? Wait until tomorrow, after 
school? 


There was too much to think about. Her classes, the “surprise” student Megan couldn’t wait to introduce her to, 
remembering her locker combination, finding her way around the campus... 


She really hoped Kimo found the colt tonight. 

Only five minutes later, Kimo knocked on the door, opened it, and leaned his head inside. 
“Couldn’t find your little sea horse. Sorry,” he called in apology, and Darby’s heart fell. 
“Come in, Kimo. Eat something,” Cathy encouraged him. 


The cowboy clomped in, but stopped at the edge of the lanai and shook his head. “Gotta have dinner with my dad. 
Not that it will be anything that looks as good as that.” 


“You can take some with you,” Cathy persisted, but she stopped when the phone began ringing. 
Jonah stood up, but he turned to Kimo. “No sign of it?” 


“Plenty of signs,” Kimo said. “But no colt. I’m guessing it has a little hidey-hole somewhere, a little spit of land, 
yeah? The freshest tracks I saw led into the water.” 


The phone was still ringing, and though Megan usually jumped up to answer it, this time she leaned forward with 
her elbows on the table, eager to hear everything Kimo said. 


When Kimo paused, Megan slapped her palms on the table and said, “I’m going down to Night Digger Point Beach. 
Right now.” 


“You’re staying here to help Darby decide what to wear to school tomorrow,” her mother corrected her. 

“No way!” Megan said, but when her sharp tone made the others turn from the mother-daughter argument as if they 
were embarrassed, Megan apologized. “I’m sorry, Mom, but Darby can try on clothes after dark. Right now 
Stormbird is probably starving!” 


“Is anyone going to answer that phone?” Jonah asked. 


“He was nudging Navigator like he wanted to nurse,” Darby said, darting a quick glance at Aunty Cathy. “I guess 
that means he’s hungry.” 


See? Megan’s expression said, but she had the good judgment not to push her point. 
“If Kimo couldn’t find him, what makes you think you can?” Aunty Cathy asked. 
“Aloha, folks,” Kimo said, edging back toward the front door. “Headin’ for home now.” 


As Jonah walked out with Kimo, Darby’s stomach knotted with frustration. If she were having this argument with 
her own mother, she’d jump in and fight, but she didn’t know Aunty Cathy quite that well yet. 


Instead, she took a long drink of water and wondered why the caller was letting the phone ring for so long. 
“Tl find the colt, because I’m taking a real horse charmer with me,” Megan answered her mother. 

Darby tried to swallow her water, but she ended up choking. Not that anyone noticed. 

Aunty Cathy crossed her arms, looking as stubborn as Megan did hopeful. 


“T’ll get the phone,” Darby said when she could draw a breath, but just then Jonah strode back indoors and beat her 


to it. 


Aunty Cathy and Megan settled into a cranky silence. Though Darby felt uneasy, she didn’t go hide in her room, 
because it felt like there might still be a chance to go after Stormbird. 


“If he thinks that gives him a passport to cross my borders and come onto my land...” Jonah’s voice boomed from 
the kitchen. 


Then he snorted. 
“Sure. Sure he does,” Jonah said. He was quiet for a full minute before he said, “Yeah, okay. Aloha.” 


They heard him moving around in the kitchen, slamming a pan in the sink, running water, and muttering in 
Hawaiian. 


Darby heard only one word she understood: pupule, which she was pretty sure meant “crazy.” 

No one moved until Jonah came back out on the lanai. 

“It’s sad to say when you haven’t even met her yet,” Jonah told Darby, “but your aunty Babe is deranged.” 
“She is?” Darby asked. 


“Not really,” Cathy said. “Babe is my friend as well as Jonah’s sister, and though they’re as different as siblings can 
be, she is not deranged.” 


“T wouldn’t be too sure,” Jonah said, and Darby would have laughed, but there was no humor in her grandfather’s 
voice as he added, “She talked to Manny. He’s promised to locate the colt.” 


Aunty Cathy drew in a loud breath, then said, “Maternal instinct.” She shook her finger at the girls and said, “I knew 
there was a reason you weren’t going out tonight.” 


Megan looked down and so did Darby. Manny was Cade’s stepfather. A cruel man who trafficked in stolen 
Hawaiian treasures, he had no qualms about breaking the law. 


No matter how determined they were to find Stormbird, neither Megan nor Darby was eager to stumble upon Manny 
in the dark. 


“You know what she said, your friend Babe?” Jonah asked Cathy. “She told me the colt’s story, and how the reward 
meant free publicity for the resort, even though money could bring out the worst in people. Then she said, about 
Manny, ‘He is violent; I don’t like that about him, but he’ll get the job done.” 

Maybe it was just the cold way Jonah delivered the words, but Babe didn’t sound very nice, Darby thought. 


Darby’s worries were underlined by Jonah’s silence as he stared off the lanai and into the dusk falling over ‘Iolani 
Ranch. 


Talking about clothes didn’t hold either girl’s attention even though they’d gone to Darby’s bedroom so that she 
could model her next day’s wardrobe. Neither of them could help talking about Stormbird instead. 


“If Aunt Babe likes Stormbird enough to offer a huge reward for him, why isn’t she out looking for him herself?” 
Darby asked. 


“She can’t leave the resort, I guess,” Megan told her. 


“If she’s rich, it seems like she’d have a manager or something to run things,” Darby said. “Or her husband. She’s 
married, right?” 


“Yeah.” Megan drew the word out as if she wasn’t quite convinced it was true. 


“SOP” 
“Tm not sure how much I should fill you in on your Hawaiian family,” Megan said. 


Darby waited patiently. Turning away from Megan so the older girl wouldn’t feel like she was being cross- 
examined, Darby picked a brown leaf off her lucky bamboo plant. 


“See, Babe’s husband Phillipe is a polo player, and he keeps most of his horses on Oahu and, uh, someplace in 
Argentina, I think, because those are the places where he plays polo....” 


Wow, who married a polo player? Darby wondered. It sounded so glamorous. 

“Babe used to go with him, sometimes,” Megan said, “but not anymore, since your cousins came to live with her.” 
Darby pivoted away from the lucky bamboo to face Megan. 

“I have a cousin?” 

“Two,” Megan said, holding up two fingers. 

“Why didn’t anyone ever tell me this?” 

“1 just did.” 


“I know, but...” Darby paused, waiting for her mind to stop spinning. “This is so weird. I lived in Pacific Pinnacles, 
in Los Angeles County, where there are thousands, maybe millions of people I could be related to; I mean, the odds 
are better—but it was just my mom, my dad, and...” Darby shook her head. “Then I come to this dinky little island 
—which I love,” she rushed to assure Megan, “and I’m related to everyone.” 


“Not me,” Megan chirped. 
“No, but just about. I call your mom aunty.” 


Megan laughed until Darby stopped her with another question. “So why do my cousins live with Babe? Does their 
whole family?” 


“Just them, right now,” Megan said. “It’s just, Babe’s daughter did the same thing she did—” 
“Their mom. My other aunt. Or second cousin, or whatever,” Darby said, changing back into jeans and a T-shirt. 


“She married a guy known as White Water Willie, a kayaker who started surfing, and he competes all over the 
world. But the kids needed a home base, a place to go to school, so Babe took them in. Although one’s away at 
college on the mainland.” 


“Amazing. And the other one is one of my surprises for tomorrow?” Darby guessed. 
“Yep,” Megan said. 
“That will be really fun,” Darby said. 


Megan shifted uncomfortably on the edge of Darby’s bed as if she was about to say something else, but then the 
phone rang again. And this time, Megan made a dash for it. 


The call was for Darby. 


Ellen Kealoha Carter, Darby’s mother, had phoned to tell her daughter that the film she was shooting in Tahiti was 
running behind schedule. 


“We’ve been having these fierce tropical storms,” Ellen shouted, and even though she was inside her trailer on the 


film set when she added, “They’re brutal,” Darby could barely hear her over the hammering rain. 
“1 just wanted you to know.” Her mother sounded melancholy. “It could mean a few extra weeks.” 
“It’s okay, Mom,” Darby said. “But I do miss you. A lot.” 


A sudden thought bobbed to the surface of Darby’s mind. Because she had to give it a minute to take shape, she 
said, “Mom, cover your other ear and just listen for a minute. I have something cool to tell you.” 


For ten full minutes, Darby described Night Digger Point Beach—which her mother remembered with a longing 
sigh—and the white colt she’d found there. She told her mother that the colt belonged to Babe Borden’s mare, and 
then she announced the reward. 


Darby only detoured from her story to answer, as well as she could, her mother’s questions about her aunt Babe. 


Her mother said, “Sounds like you’re getting a lot more excitement than you did in Pacific Pinnacles. I hope home 
won’t be too tame for you.” It was then that Darby knew what she’d do with the reward money. 


“When I get the reward, Pll fly you over for a visit,” Darby said. 
“That’s great, honey.” Her mother sounded like she was just humoring her. 
“Mom, I am going to catch him,” Darby insisted. 


“Your grandfather must be doing something right. You’re getting quite the imagination over there. I hope you’re 
writing all this down.” 


“I am,” Darby said slowly. But why wasn’t her mother taking her seriously? 


“Darby, I believe you,” her mother said. As usual, she was pretty good at reading Darby’s silence. “It’s just that— 
how are you going to catch a colt? Sure, it’s a small island, but it could run you ragged along the coastline and you’d 
be wheezing....” 


“My asthma is so much better,” Darby protested, but her mother didn’t seem to hear. 


“Let’s say the colt isn’t wild. You haven’t learned to rope, have you? Honey, you’ve only been riding a short time, 
and even newborn colts can be hard to handle.” 


Ellen had spent years hiding her ranch upbringing from her daughter, and Darby hadn’t stopped being surprised 
when her mother said something like that, indicating that she knew a lot more about horses than she let on for twelve 
and a half years. 


“I know. You’re right,” Darby told her mother. 


But Darby knew she could do it. That night she wrote out plans on a piece of notebook paper. She’d just made a note 
to learn how much it would cost to fly her mother from Tahiti to Wild Horse Island, when Darby realized she wasn’t 
just hoping for a visit. 


At heart, she wanted her mother and Jonah to set aside their problems and have a warm reunion. 
Darby stared up at the black rectangle of window over her bed. 


If her mother and Jonah got along, maybe they could all live here! ‘Iolani Ranch belonged to the Kealoha family. 
Jonah had built the little tree house atop Sun House just so that her mother would have separate quarters if she ever 
came back home. 


Darby waggled her pencil between her pointer and middle fingers, and bit her lip. 


Would Mom agree to live this far away from Hollywood? Probably not. 


